32                            MY    FATHER

Father is now a pacifist, but there is no denying the
relish with which, in middle age, he used to fight these
battles over again and earn our applause as we
consumed our supper of bread and cheese and cocoa
round the kitchen fire.

Whether the school was successful according to
official standards is open to question. It is not
open to question, however, that the scholars developed
a keen interest in the politics of the day, and in the
history of their own country. Father's knowledge
of history is wide if a little inexact, I should say he
knows why and how King John signed the Great
Charter without knowing the date or the names of
the barons who compelled him to sign it. This
is my idea of him though it may do him an injustice.
Nearly thirty years ago when I was studying " Green's
Short History of the English People'7 he seemed to
me to know it from cover to cover. It still thrills
him to read about Simon de Montfort and the
beginnings of Parliament, about Cromwell and his
Ironsides- But here again secondary names and
ail dates might elude him. He would not be in-
terested in them but only in the general current
of thought and movement of opinion. In later
years he was a voracious reader of historical
classics. Motley's Rise of the Dutch Republic^ Gibbon's
Rise and Pall of the Roman Empire, Scott's historical
novels he knew almost by heart; Justin Macarthy's
Hut&iy of our own Times was for years his "bedside
novel1*.